old man who lived in the country, cultivating his garden).
Then, and this is perhaps the most marvellous of all his
exploits, he lays siege to Tyre . . . 30,000 reduced to
slavery . . . siege of Gaza . . . archpriest Jaddus warned in
a dream by God Himself of Alexander's approach . . .
90,000 Persian soldiers killed . . . the satrap Bessus put to
death . . . expedition against the Scythians . . . Petra
Oxiana . . . 327, Bucephalus killed at the crossing of the
Hydaspe . . .*
Madame Varambaud raised her head.
"It all seems all right!" she said.
At this moment a waiter came in to say that they
were three sherbert glasses short. Madame Varambaud
merely pointed to Michel's room, where she had
arranged a reserve of glasses on the chest-of-drawers,
and, her eyes immediately returning to the point she
had reached in the essay, she continued to read, mur-
muring at intervals:
"Good, very good!"
As she finished each page she placed it on the table
before her without taking her eyes from the new page
which she would have already started. Suddenly she
littered an exclamation of delight, remembering her
advice to Cecile not to forget, if the subject set should
be the reign of Alexander, the list of the generals who
had divided his empire.
"There! You got them in after all! Wasn't I right
to make you learn them?"
And, holding the page stiff between her fingers, she
began reciting in a low voice:
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